EXTREMES MEET

turning them over with a sceptical smile.   " He's like the
Spanish prisoner on our files.    Or the Boojum."
"What's a Boojum?"

Henderson gabbled even more indistinctly than usual
some lines from The Hunting of the Snark, which failed to
enlighten his chief.

" Well, the war will be over one day, Henderson, and
you'll be able to get back to your Early Christian remains
or whatever they are."

"Not Early Christian," Henderson mumbled, putting
his head on one side and smiling up at the ceiling. Then
like a faint squeak he emitted, " Minoan," and slithered
away to the door, at which he turned to gabble :

" No use entering up all this rubbish about German
officers ? "

He had to repeat this question three times before Water-
low could even guess what he had asked.

" As a matter of fact, from something Keats told me
early in the week, I believe that this time he really may be
genuine."

" Golly ! " the antiquarian ejaculated. " I'll give him
a clean pinnie for each of his nine names. I hope he won't
have nine lives."

He siphoned a shrill aerated laugh at his joke and
vanished.

Left alone Waterlow sat and stared at the two scraps
of information about the Radcliffes. The visits of that
little firebrand Drimys to Mrs Radcliffe would not have
had the least importance in ordinary circumstances. No
doubt, he was under the impression that he was gleaning
odds and ends about the Legation, and using that as an
excuse for philandering. But was Arthur Radcliffe to